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ACT  I. 

Scene  I. — A  Wood. 

Enter  Spirit. 

Spi.  Before  the  starry  threshold  of  Jove’s  court 
My  mansion  is,  where  those  immortal  shapes 
Of  bright  aerial  spirits  live  inspher’d 
In  regions  wild,  of  calm  and  serene  air, 

Above  the  smoke  and  stir  of  this  dim  spot. 

Which  men  call  earth  ;  and  with  low-thoughted  care 
Confin’d  and  pester’d  to  this  pinfold  here. 

Strive  to  keep  up  a  frail  and  feverish  being. 
Unmindful  of  the  crown  that  virtue  gives, 

After  this  mortal  change,  to  her  true  servants. 
Amongst  th’  enthron’d  gods  on  sainted  seats. 

But,  to  my  task. 

Bacchus,  that  first  from  out  the  purple  grape 
Crush’d  the  sweet  poison  of  misused  wine. 

On  Circe’s  island  fell :  this  nymph  had  by  him  a  sou. 
Much  like  his  father,  but  his  mother  more. 

Whom  therefore  she  brought  up,  and  Comus  nam’d ; 
Who,  in  thick  shelter  of  these  shades  embower’d, 
Excels  his  mother  at  her  mighty  art. 

Offering  to  ev’ry  traveller 

His  orient  liquor  in  a  crystal  glass. 

Soon  as  the  potion  works,  their  human  countenance 
Is  chang’d  into  some  brutish  form,  and  they 
Not  once  perceive  their  foul  disfigurement. 
Therefore,  when  any  favour’d  of  high  Jove, 
Chances  to  pass  through  this  adventurous  glade, 

I  shoot  from  heav’n,  to  give  him  safe  convoy. 

But  first,  I  take  the  likeness  of  a  swain. 

And  hark!  I  hear  the  tread  of  hateful  steps.  ^E.vit. 

Enter  Com  US,  with  o  rout  of  Men  and  Women, 
dressed  as  Bacchanals. 

Com.  The  star,  that  bids  the  shepherd  fold, 

Now  the  top  of  heaven  doth  hold; 


And  the  gilded  car  of  day 
His  glowing  axle  doth  allay 
In  the  steep  Atlantic  stream  ; 

And  the  slope  sun  his  upward  beam 
Shoots  against  the  dusky  pole. 

Pacing  toward  the  other  goal 
Of  his  chamber  in  the  east; 

Meanwhile  welcome  joy  and  feast  1 

AIR. — By  a  Bacchanal. 

Note  Phcchns  sinketh  in  the  icest, 
Welcome  song,  and  ivelcome  jest , 
Midnight  shout  and  revelry. 

Tipsy  dance  andjoUily  ; 

Braid  your  locks  ivith  rosy  twine. 
Dropping  odours,  dropping  wine ! 

Rigour  now  is  gone  to  bed, 

And  advice,  with  scrupulous  head. 

Strict  age,  and  sour  severity, 

With  their  grave  saivs  to  slumber  lie. 

Com.  W  e  that  are  of  purer  fire. 

Imitate  the  sfarry  choir; 

Who,  in  their  nightly  watchful  spheres. 

Lead  in  swift  round  the  months  and  years. 

The  sounds  and  seas,  with  all  their  finny  drove, 
Now  to  the  moon  in  wav’ring  morris  move  ; 
And  on  the  tawny  sands  and  shelves 
Trip  the  pert  fairies,  and  the  dapper  elves. 

AIR. — By  a  Bacchante. 

By  dimpl’d  brook,  and  fount ain  brim 
The  wood-nymphs ,decT d with  daisies  trim, 
Their  merry  tvakes  and  pasthues  keep  : 

What  has  night  to  do  ivith  sleep  ? 

Night  has  better  sweets  to  prove, 

Venus  now  wakes,  and  ivakens  love: 

Come  let  us  our  rites  begin ; 

’Tis  only  day -light  that  makes  sin. 
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Com.  Hail,  goddess  of  nocturaal  sport! 

Stay  thy  cloudy  ebon  chair, 

Wherein  thou  rid’st  with  Hecate,  and  befriend 
Us,  thy  vow’d  priests  ! 

Till  the  nice  luoru  onth’  Indian  steep 
From  her  cabin  loophole  peep. 

And  to  the  tell-tale  sun  descry 
Our  conceal’d  solemnity. 

DUETT. — By  a  Man  and  W oman. 

From  tyrant  laws  and  customs  free. 

We  follow  sweet  variety ; 

By  turns  we  drink,  and  dance,  and  sing. 

Time  for  ever  on  the  winy. 

Why  should  niggard  rules  control 
Transports  of  the  jovial  soul? 

,  No  dull  stinting  hour  we  own  ; 

Pleasure  counts  our  time  alone. 

Com.  Come;  knit  hands  and  beat  the  ground 
In  a  light  fantastic  round.  (Jd  Dance.) 

Break  off,  break  oft‘:  I  feel  the  dift‘’rent  pace 
Of  some  chaste  footing  near  about  this  ground. 

Run  to  your  shrouds,  within  these  brakes  and  trees ; 
Our  number  may  affright.  [^Exeunt  all  but  Conuts. 

Some  virgin  sure 

(For  so  I  can  distinguish  by  my  art,) 

Benighted  in  these  woods.  Now  to  my  charms. 
And  to  my  wily  trains!  Thus  I  hurl 
My  spells  into  the  air.  When  once  her  eye 
Hath  met  the  virtue  of  this  magic  dust, 

I  shall  appear  some  harmless  villager. 

But  see,  she  stops,  and  seems 
As  she'd  address  herself  in  song. 

AIR. — By  a  Lady  behind. 

Sweet  Echo,  sweetest  nymph,  that  liv’st  unseen 
Within  thy  airy  cell. 

By  slow  meander's  murgent  green, 

And  in  the  violet-embroider’ d  vale. 

Where  the  love-lorn  nightingale 

Nightly  to  thee  her  sad  song  mournelhivelll 
Canst  thou  not  tell  me  of  a  gentle  pair, 

That  likest  thy  Narcissus  are? 

O  !  if  thou  have 

Hid  them  in  some  flow'ry  cave. 

Tell  me  but  where. 

Sweet  queen  of  parly,  daughter  of  the  sphere; 

So  may'st  thou  be  translated  to  the  skies. 

And  give  resounding  grace  to  all  heav’n’s  harmonies! 

Com.  Can  aay  mortal  mixture  of  earth’s  mould 
Breathe  such  divine  enchanting  ravishment? 

But  see,  she  approaches;  I  step  aside 
And  hearken,  if  I  may  her  business  hear. 

Enter  Lady. 

Lady.  This  way  the  noise  was, if  mine  ear  be  true, 
My  best  guide  now  ;  methought  it  was  the  sound 
Of  riot  and  ill-manag’d  mirth.  I  should  be  loth 
To  meet  the  rudeness,  and  swill’d  insolence 
Of  such  late  rioters  ;  yet  O  !  where  else 
Shall  I  inform  my  unacquainted  feet 
In  the  blind  mazes  of  this  tangled  wood? 

Com.  I’ll  ease  her  of  that  care,  and  be  her  guide. 

(Aside.) 

My  brothers,  when  theysawmeweary’dout, 
Stepp’d,  as  they  said,  to  the  next  thicket  side, 

To  bring  me  berries,  or  such  cooling  fruit. 

As  the  kind  hospitable  woods  provide. 

But  where  they  are,  and  why  tliey  come  not  back. 
Is  now  the  labour  of  my  thoughls  ;  ’tis  likeliest 
They  had  engag’d  their  wand’ring  steps  too  far  : 

I  cannot  halloo  to  my  brothers,  but 
Such  noise  as  I  could  make  to  be  heard  furlhest 
I  have  ventur’d  ;  for  my  new  enliven’d  spirits 
Prompt  me  :  and  they  perhaps  are  not  far  off. 

Co7n.  Sure  something  holy  lodges  in  that  breast, 
And  with  these  raptures  moves  the  vocal  air 
To  testify  his  hidden  residence ; 

How  sweetly  did  they  float  upon  the  wings 


[Act  I. 

Of  silence,  through  the  empty-vaulted  night, 

At  ev’ry  fall  smoothing  the  raven  down 
Of  darkness,  till  it  smil’d  ;  I  have  oft  heard 
My  mother  Circe,  with  the  syrens  three. 

Who,  as  they  sung,  would  take  the  prison’d  soul, 
And  lap  it  in  Elysium  ;  Scylla  wept. 

And  chid  her  barking  waves  into  attention. 

And  fell  Charybdis  murmur’d  soft  applause  ; 

Yet  they  in  pleasing  slumber  lull’d  the  sense. 

And  sweet  in  madness  robb’d  it  of  itself. 

But  such  a  sacred  and  home-felt  delight. 

Such  sober  certainty  of  waking  bliss, 

I  never  heard  till  now.  I’ll  speak  to  her. 

And  she  shall  be  my  queen.  (Aside.)  Hail,  foreign 
wonder. 

Whom  certain  these  rough  shades  did  never  breed. 
Unless  the  goddess  that  in  rural  shrine 
Dwell’sthere  with  Pan  or  Silvan,  by  bless’d  song 
Forbidding  ev’ry  bleak,  unkindly  fog 
To  touch  the  prosp’rous  growth  of  this  tall  wood. 

Lady.  Nay,  gentle  shepherd,  ill  is  lost  that  praise. 
That  is  address’d  to  unattending  ears  : 

Not  any  boast  of  skill,  but  extreme  shift 
How  to  regain  my  sever’d  company, 

Compell’d  me  to  awake  the  courteous  Echo, 

To  give  me  answer  from  her  mossy  couch. 

Com.  What  chance,  good  lady,  hath  bereft  you 
thus  ? 

Lady.  Dim  darkness  and  this  leafy  labyrinth. 
Com.  Could  that  divide  you  from  near  ush’ring 
guides? 

Lady.  They  left  me  weary  on  a  grassy  turf. 

To  seeki’th’  valley  some  cool  friendly  spring. 

Com.  And  left  your  fair  side  all  unguarded,  lady  ? 
Lady.  They  were  but  twain,  and  purpos’d  quick 
return. 

Com.  Imports  their  loss,  beside  the  presentneed? 
Lady.  No  less  than  if  I  should  my  brothers  lose. 
Com.  Were  they  of  manly  prime,  or  youthful 
bloom? 

Lady.  As  smooth  as  Hebe’s  their  unrazor’d  lips. 
Com.  Two  such  I  saw,  what  time  the  labour’d  ox 
In  his  loose  traces  from  the  furrows  came. 

And  the  swink’t  hedger  at  his  supper  sat; 

I  saw  them  under  a  green  mantling  vine. 

That  crawls  along  the  side  of  yon  small  hill. 
Plucking  ripe  clusters  from  the  tender  shoots ; 

Their  port  was  more  than  human  ;  as  they  stood, 

I  took  it  for  a  fairy  vision 

Of  some  gay  creatures  of  the  element. 

That  in  the  colours  of  the  rainbow  live. 

And  play  i’th’  plaited  clouds.  I  was  awe  struck. 
And  as  I  pass’d,  I  worshipp’d :  if  those  you  seek. 
It  were  a  journey  like  the  path  to  heav’n. 

To  help  you  find  them. 

Lady.  Gentle  villager,  what  readiest  way  would 
Me  to  that  place  ?  [bring 

Com.  I  know  each  lane,  and  ev’ry  alley  green, 
Dingle,  or  bushy  dell  of  this  wild  wood. 

My  daily  walks  and  ancient  neighbourhood  ; 

And  if  your  stray  attendance  be  yet  lodg’d, 

Or  shroud  within  these  limits,  I  shall  know 
Ere  morrow  wake,  or  the  low  roosted  lark 
From  her  thatch’d  pillow  rouse  ;  or  grant  it  other- 
I  can  conduct  you,  lady,  to  a  low,  [wise. 

But  loyal  cottage,  where  you  may  be  safe  till  fur¬ 
ther  quest. 

Lady.  Shepherd,  I  take  thy  word. 

And  trust  thy  offer’d  service.  In  a  place 
Less  warranted  than  this,  or  less  secure, 

I  cannot  be,  that  I  should  fear  to  change  it. 

Eye  me,  bless’d  Providence,  and  square  my  trial 
To  my  proportion'd  strength  !  Shepherd,  lead  on. 

[Eaee?/n?. 

Enter  Co7nus's  Crew  fro77i  behi/idihe  trees. 
AIR. — By  a  Ma7i. 

Fhj  swiftly,  7je  minutes,  till  Co7nus  receive 
'  The  nameless  soft  transports  that  beauty  can  give ; 
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The  bowl's  frolic  joys  let  him  teach  her  to  prove, 

And  she  in  return  yield  the  raptures  of  love! 

Without  love  and  tcine,wit,  and  beauty  are  vain, 

All  grandeur  insipid,  and  riches  a  pain; 

The  most  splendid  palace  grows  dark  as  the  grave ; 
Love  and  wine  give,  ye  gods,  or  take  back  what  you 
gave. 

Cho.  Atvay,  away,  away, 

To  Comus’  court  repair  ; 

There  night  outshines  the  day. 

There  yields  the  melting  fair.  [^Exeunt. 

Scene  II. — A  Wood. 

Enter  the  Two  Brothers. 

E.  Bro.  Unrauffle,  ye  faint  stars  j  and  thou,  fair 
moon, 

That  wont’st  to  love  the  trav’ller’s  benison. 

Stoop  thy  pale  visage  through  an  amber  cloud. 

And  disinherit  chaos,  that  reigns  here 
In  double  night  of  darkness  and  of  shades. 

Y.  Bro.  Or,  if  our  eyes 
Be  barr’d  that  happiness,  might  we  but  know 
The  sound  of  past’ral  reed  with  oaten  stops, 

Or  whistle  from  the  lodge,  or  village  cock, 
’Twould  be  some  solace  yet,  some  little  cheering, 
In  this  close  dungeon  of  innum’rous  boughs. 

But  O,  that  hapless  virgin,  our  lost  sister! 

Perhaps  some  cold  bank  is  her  bolster  now. 

Or  ’gainst  the  rugged  bark  of  some  broad  elm. 
Leans  her  unprllow’d  head,  fraught  with  sad  fears  ; 
Or,  while  w'e  speak,  within  the  direful  grasp 
Of  savage  hunger,  or  of  savage  heat. 

E.  Bro.  Peace,  brother;  be  not  over  exquisite. 
To  cast  the  fashion  of  uncertain  evils: 

For  grant  they  be  so,  while  they  rest  unknown. 
What  need  a  man  forestal  his  date  of  grief. 

And  run  to  meet  what  he  would  most  avoid? 
Virtue  could  see  to  do  what  virtue  would. 

By  her  own  radiant  light,  though  sun  and  moon 
Were  in  the  flat  sea  sunk  :  and  wisdom’s  self 
Oft  seeks  to  sweet  retired  solitude. 

Where,  with  her  best  nurse,  contemplation. 

She  plumes  her  feathers,  and  lets  grow  her  wings. 
He  that  has  light  within  his  own  clear  breast. 

May  sit  i’th’  centre,  and  enjoy  bright  day: 

But  he  that  hides  a  dark  soul  and  foul  thoughts. 
Benighted  walks  under  the  mid-day  sun, 

Himself  is  his  own  dungeon. 

Y.  Bro.  ’Tis  most  true. 

That  musing  meditation  most  affects 
The  pensive  secrecy  of  desert  cell. 

Far  from  the  cheerful  haunt  of  men  and  herds. 

And  sits  as  safe  as  in  a  senate  house ; 

But  beauty,  like  the  fair  Hesperian  tree. 

Laden  with  blooming  gold,  had  need  the  guard 
Of  dragon  watch,  with  unenchanted  eye. 

To  save  her  blossoms  and  defend  her  fruit 
From  the  rash  hand  of  bold  incontinence. 

E.  Bro.  My  sister  is  not  so  defenceless  left 
As  you  imagine ;  she  has  a  hidden  strength. 

Which  you  remember  not. 

Y.  Bro.  What  hidden  strength! 

E.  Bro.  ’Tis  chastity,  ray  brother,  chastity ; 

She  that  has  that  is  clad  in  complete  steel. 

And  like  a  quiver’d  nymph,  with  arrows  keen 
May  trace  huge  forests,  and  unharbour’d  heaths, 
Infamous  hills,  and  sandy  perilous  wilds. 

So  dear  to  heav’n  is  saintly  chastity. 

That  when  a  soul  is  found  sincerely  so, 

A  thousand  liveried  angels  lackey  her. 

Driving  far  off  each  thing  of  sin  and  guilt. 

And  turns  it  by  degrees  to  the  soul’s  essence. 

Till  all  be  made  immortal.  (A  halloo  heard.") 

List,  list ;  I  hear 

Some  far-off  halloo  break  the  silent  air. 

Y.  Bro.  Methought  so  too ;  what  should  it  be? 

E.  Bro-  Either  some  one  like  us  night-founder’d 
here, 


Or  else  some  neighbour  woodman,  or  at  worst. 

Some  roving  robber  calling  to  his  fellows. 

Y.Bro.  Heav’n  keep  my  sister!  {Halloo.) 
Again  !  again  !  and  near! 

Best  draw,  and  stand^upon  our  guard. 

E.Bro.  I’ll  halloo; 

If  he  be  friendly,  he  comes  well ;  if 
Defence  is  a  good  cause,  and  heav’n  be  foi  us. 

Enter  the  Spirit,  habited  like  a  Shepherd, 

Y.  Bro.  That  halloo  I  should  know— What  are 
you?  speak.  [again. 

Spi.  What  voice  is  that?  My  young  lord?  Speak 
Y.Bro.  O  brother,  ’tis  my  fatber’s  shepherd, 


sure. 

Spi.  O,  my  lov’d  master’s  heir,  and  his  next  joy. 
Where  is  my  virgin  lady?  where  is  she? 

How  chance  she  is  notin  your  company ?  [blame, 
E.Bro.  To  tell  thee  sadly,  shepherd,  without 
Or  our  neglect,  we  lost  her  as  we  came. 

Spi.  Ah  me  unhappy  !  then  my  fears  are  true. 
E.Bro.  What  fears,  good  Thyrsis  ?  pr’ythee, 
briefly  shew. 

Spi.  Within  the  bosom  of  this  hideous  wood. 
Immur’d  in  cypress  shades,  a  sorc’rer  dwells. 

Of  Bacchus  and  of  Circe  born  ;  great  Comus, 

Deep  skill’d  in  all  his  mother’s  witcheries. 

And  wanton  as  his  father.  This  I  learn’d 
Tending  my  flocks  hard  by  ;  whence,  night  by  night, 
He  and  his  monstrous  rout  are  heard  to  howl ; 

Yet  have  they  many  baits  and  guileful  spells, 

T’  inveigle  and  invite  th’  unwary  sense. 

{A  loud  laugh.) 

But  hark!  the  beaten  timbrel’s  jarring  sound. 

And  wild  tumultuous  mirth, proclaim  their  presence 
Onward  they  move  ;  and  this  way  guide  their  steps. 
Let  us  withdraw  awhile  !  (  They  retire.) 

Enter  Comus’ s  Crew,  revelling ;  the  Elder  Brother 
advances  and  speaks. 

E.  Bro.  What  are  you  ?  speak !  that  thus  in 
wanton  riot 

And  midnight  revelry,  like  drunken  bacchanals. 
Invade  the  silence  of  these  lonely  shades? 

1  Worn.  Ye  godlike  youths, 

Bless  the  propitious  star  that  led  you  to  us ; 

We  are  the  happiest  of  the  race  of  mortals  ; 

Of  freedom,  mirth,  and  joy  the  only  heirs  ; 

But  you  shall  share  them  with  us  ;  for  this  cup. 
This  nectar’d  cup,  the  sweet  assurance  gives 
Of  present,  and  the  pledge  of  future  bliss. 


AIR. — By  a  Man. 

By  the  gayly  circling  glass 
We  can  see  how  minutes  pass ; 

By  the  hollow  cask  are  told 
How  the  waning  night  grows  old. 

Soon,  too  soon,  the  busy  day 
Drives  us  from  our  sport  and  play. 

What  have  we  with  day  to  do  ? 

Sons  of  care ,’ tivas  made  for  you. 

(A  female  offers  the  cup,  which  they  both  put  by.) 

E.  Bro.  Forbear,  nor  offer  us  the  poison’d  sweets. 
\Wom.  Oh!  how  unseemly  shews  in  blooming 
youth 

Such  grey  severity  !  But  come  with  us ; 

We  to  the  bow’r  of  bliss  will  guide  your  steps. 


AIR. 


Would  you  taste  the  noontide  air? 

To  yon  fragrant  bow’r  repair. 

Where,  woven  with  the  poplar  bough. 
The  mantling  vine  will  shelter  you. 
Down  each  side  a  fountain  flows. 
Tinkling,  murm’ring,  as  it  goes 
Lightly  o’er  the  mossy  ground, 

Stdtry  Phoebus  scorching  round. 
Bound  the  languid  herds  and  sheep 
Stretch'd  o'er  sumiy  hillocks  sleep, 
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While  on  the  htjachiih  and  rose 
The  fair  does  all  alone  repose. 

All  alone — and  in  her  arms 

Your  breast  may  heat  to  love’s  alarms. 

Till,  bless’d  and  blessing,  you  shall  own 
The  joys  oj'  love  are  joys  alone. 

Y.  Bro.  IIovv  low  sinks  beauty  when  by  vice 
debas’d ! 

Fair  were  that  form,  if  virtue  dwelt  within  j 
But  from  the  wanton  advocate  of  shame 
To  me  the  warbled  song  harsh  discord  sounds. 

2  Worn.  No  more;  these  formal  maxims  misbe¬ 
come  you, 

Tliey  only  suit  suspicious  shrivell’d  age. 

TRIO. — By  a  Man  and  two  Women, 

Live  and  love,  enjoy  the  fair. 

Banish  sorrotv,  banish  care ; 

Mind  not  ivhat  old  dotards  say  ! 

Age  has  had  his  share  of  play ; 

But  youth’s  sport  begins  to- day. 

T’rom  the  fruits  of  sweet  delight 
Let  not  scarecrow  virtue  j'right  1 
Here  in  pleasure’s  vineyard  we 
Bove,  like  birds,  from  tree  to  tree. 

Careless,  airy,  gay,  and  free, 

E.  Bro.  How  can  your  impious  tongues  profane 
the  name 

Of  sacred  virtue,  and  yet  promise  pleasure 
In  lying  songs  of  vanity  and  vice? 

1  Worn.  Turn  not  away,  but  listen  to  our  strain. 
That  shall  in  pleasing  slumber  lull  the  sense. 

And  sweet  in  madness  rob  it  of  itself. 

DUETT. — First  Man  and  WoWian. 

Worn.  O,  thou  ivert  born  to  please  me, 

Man.  My  life,  my  only  love! 

W'om.  Through  all  the  woods Fll praise  thee, 

Man.  My  rural  queen  oJ’  love. 

W  om.  Thus  happy,  never 

Man.  Jealous,. 

W  om.  Ca7i  any  harm 

Man.  Assail  7is? 

Worn.  Can  any  harm  assail  us,  my  shephej-d  of  the 
grove  ?  [/oue  ? 

Man.  Can  any  harm  assail  us,  my  rural  queen  of 
Worn.  Feel  hoiv  my  heart  is  heating,  tny  shepherd 
of  the  grove.  [o/  love. 

Man.  The  pidse  of  life  retreating,  my  rural  queen 
The  pulse  of  life  retreating, 

Worn.  My  shephei'd  of  the  grove. 

Man.  Thus  love’s  sweet  poison  drinking, 

"VVom.  Dear  idol  of  my  love. 

E.  Bro.  From  virtue  sever’d,  pleasure  frenzy 
And  always  Hies  at  reason’s  cool  return.  [grows. 
But  we  forget;  who  hears  the  voice  of  truth. 

In  noisy  riot  and  intemp’rance  drown’d! 

Thyrsis,  be  thou  our  guide!  We’ll  follow  thee; 
And  some  good  angel  bear  a  shield  before  us ! 

[^Exeunt  Brothers  and  Sqnrit. 
1  Wotn.  Come,  come,  ray  friends,  and  partners  of 
ray  Joys, 

Leave  to  yon  pedant  youths  their  bookish  dreams  ; 
A  beardless  Cynic  is  the  shame  of  nature. 

Beyond  the  cure  of  this  inspiring  cup; 

Away,  nor  waste  a  moment  more  about  ’em. 
CHORUS. 

Away,  away,  away. 

To  Comus’  court  repair ; 

There  night  outshines  the  day. 

There  yields  the  itielting  fair.  [^Exeunt. 

ACT  IT. 

Scene  I. — A  gay  Pavilion. 

Comus  a7id  Attendants  on  each  side  of  the  Lady,  who 
is  seated  in  an  enchanted  chair. 

Com.  Come,  thou  goddess  fair  and  free, 

In  heav’n  yclep’d  Euphrosyne, 


And  by  men  heart-easing  mirth, 

Whom  lovely  Venus  at  a  birth, 

With  two  sister  graces  more. 

To  ivy-crowned  Bacchus  bore! 

Haste  thee,  nymph,  and  bring  with  thee 
Jest,  and  youthful  jollity. 

Quips  and  cranks,  and  wanton  wiles. 

Nods  and  becks,  and  wreathed  smiles. 

Such  as  hang  on  Hebe’s  cheek, 

And  love  to  live  in  dimple  sleek ; 

Sport,  that  wrinkled  care  derides ; 

And  laughter,  holding  both  his  sides  ! 

Come,  and  trip  it  as  you  go. 

On  the  light  fantastic  toe  : 

And  in  thy  right  hand  lead  with  thee. 

The  mountain  nymph,  sweet  liberty. 

AIR. — By  a  Man. 

Haste  thee,  nymph,  and  bring  with  thee. 

Jest  and  youthful  jollity , 

Quips  and  cranks  and  wanton  wiles. 

Nods  and  becks,  and  ivreathed  smiles. 

Such  as  hang  on  Hebe’s  cheek. 

And  love  to  live  in  dimple' sleek  ; 

Sport,  that  wrinkled  care  derides; 

And  laughter,  holding  both  his  sides! 

Cho.  Haste  thee,  nymph,  dfc. 

Enter  EupHROSYNE. 

AIR. — Euphrosyne. 

Come,  come,  bid  adieu  to  fear  I 
Love  and  harmony  reign  here. 

No  domestic,  jealous  jars. 

Buzzing  slanders,  wordy  wars. 

In  our  presence  will  appear; 

Love  and  harmony  reign  here. 

Sighs  to  am’rous  sighs  returning, 

Pidses  beating,  bosoms  burning ; 

Bosoms  with  warm  wishes  pant  mg. 

Words  to  speak  those  wishes  ivanting. 

Are  the  only  tumults  here. 

All  the  tvoes  you  need  toj'ear; 

Love  and  harmony  reign  here. 

Lady.  How  long  must  I,  by  magic  fetters  chain’d 
To  this  detested  seat,  hear  odious  strains 
Of  shameless  folly  which  my  soul  abhors! 

Com.  Now  softly  slow  sweet  Lydian  airs  attune. 
And  breathe  the  pleasing  pangs  of  gentle  love. 

(A  Pastoral  Nymph  advances  slowly,  with  a  me¬ 
lancholy  and  desponding  air,  and  repeats,  by  way 
of  soliloquy,  the  first  six  lines,  and  then  sings  the 
Ballad.  She  is  observed  by  Euphrosyne ,  who, 
by  her  gestures,  expresses  her  different  senti¬ 
ments  of  the  subject  of  her  complaint,  suitably  to 
the  character  oj'  their  several  Songs. 

Recitative.— Posfora?  Nymph. 

How  gentle  was  my  Damon’s  air! 

Like  sunny  beams  his  golden  hair  ; 

His  voice  was  like  the  nighlingale' s. 

More  sweet  his  breath  thanflow’ry  vales, 
Hoio  hard  such  beauties  to  resign! 

And  yet  that  cruel  task  is  mine. 

AIR. 

On  ev'ry  hill,  in  ev'ry  grove, 

AlQug  the  margin  of  each  stream. 

Dear  conscious  scenes  of  formal  love, 

I  mourn,  and  Damon  is  my  theme. 

The  hills,  the  groves,  the  streams  remain. 

But  Damon  there  I  seek  in  vain. 

From  hill,  from  dale,  each  charm  is  fled; 

Groves,  fiocks,  and  fountains  please  no  more  * 
Each  flower  in  pity  droops  its  head,  '* 

All  nature  does  my  loss  deplore. 

All,  all  reproach  the  faithless  .swain, 

Yet  Damon  still  I  seek  in  vain. 


COMUS. 


Scene  1.] 

RECITATIVE.— Ecphrosyne. 

Love,  the  greatest  bliss  below, 

Hoiv  to  taste  few  women  know; 

Fewer  still  the  tvay  have  hit 
How  a  fickle  swain  to  quit. 

Simple  nymph,  then  learn  of  me 
How  to  treat  inconstancy. 

AIR. 

Tlte  wanton  god,  that  pierces  hearts, 

Dips  in  gall  his  pointed  daj  ts  : 

But  the  nymph  disdains  to  pine. 

Who  bathes  the  wound  tvith  rosy  wine. 

Farewell  lovers  when  they're  cloy'd; 

If  I  am  scorn’d  because  enjoy’d, 

Sure  the  squeamish  fops  are  free 
To  rid  me  of  dull  company. 

They  have  charms,  whilst  mine  can  please; 

I  love  them  much,  but  more  my  ease  ; 

Hot  jealous  fears  my  love  molest. 

Nor  J'aithless  vows  shall  break  my  rest. 

Why  should  they  ever  give  me  pain. 

Who  to  give  me  joy  disdain? 

,  All  I  ask  of  mortal  man. 

Is  love  to  me,  whilst  he  can. 

{^Exeunt  Euphrosyne  and  Pastoral  Nymph. 

Com.  Cast  thine  ejes  around,  and  see 
How  from  every  element 
Nature’s  sweets  are  cull’d  from  thee, 

And  her  choicest  blessings  sent. 

Hither  summer,  autumn,  spring. 

Hither  all  3 our  tributes  brings 
All  on  bended  knee  be  seen, 

Paying  homage  to  your  queen! 

(7'/je  Lady  attempts  to  rise.') 
Nay,  lady,  sU  ;  if  I  hut  wave  this  wand. 

Your  nerves  are  all  bound  up  in  alabaster. 

And  you  a  statue. 

Lady.  Fool,  do  not  boast; 

Thou  canst  not  touch  the  freedom  of  my  mind 
With  all  thy  charms,  although  this  corp’ral  rind 
Thou  hast  immanacled,  while  heaven  sees  good. 

Com.  Why  are  you  vex’d,  lady?  why  do  you  frown? 
Here  dwell  no  frowns  nor  anger;  from  these  gates 
Sorrow  flies  far.  See,  here  be  all  the  pleasures 
That  fancy  can  beget  on  youthful  thoughts ; 

And  first  behold  this  cordial  julap  here. 

That  flames  and  dances  in  his  crystal  bounds! 

Lady.  Know ,  base  deluder,  that  I  will  not  taste  it. 
Keep  thy  detested  gifts  for  such  as  these. 

(^Points  to  his  crew.) 

Com.  Why  should  jou  be  so  cruel  to  yourself. 
And  to  those  dainty  limbs,  which  nature  lent 
For  gentle  usage  and  soft  deli cacj' ; 

That  have  been  tir’d  all  day  without  repast, 

And  timely  rest  have  wanted?  But,  fair  virgin, 
This  will  restore  all  soon. 

Lady.  ’Twill  not,  false  traitor ! 

’Twill  not  restore  the  truth  and  honesty 
That  thou  hast  banish’d  from  thy  tongue  with  lies. 
W  as  this  the  cottage,  and  the  safe  abode  [ments  ! 
Thou  told’st  me  of?  Hence  with  thy  brew’d  enchant- 
Were  it  a  draught  for  Juno  when  she  banquets 
I  would  not  taste  thy  treas’nous  offer.  None, 

But  such  as  are  good  men,  can  give  good  things  ; 
And  that  which  is  not  good  is  not  delicious 
To  a  vvell-govern’d  and  wise  appetite. 

Shall  I  go  on,  or  have  I  said  enough? 

Com.  Enough  to  shew 
That  your  are  cheated  by  the  lying  boasts 
Of  starving  pedants,  that  affect  a  fame 
From  scorning  pleasures  which  they  cannot  reach, 

A  r  R. — By  a  Bacchante. 

Preach  not  to  me  your  musty  rules, 

Y  e  drones  that  mould  in  idle  cell ! 

The  heart  is  wiser  than  the  schools, 

The  senses  always  reason  well. 


If  short  my  span)  I  less  can  spare 
To  pass  a  single  pleasure  by ; 

An  hour  is  long,  ij  lost  in  care; 

They  only  live  who  life  enjoy.  ^ 

Com.  List,  lady  ;  be  not  coy,  and  be  not  cozen’d 
With  that  same  vaunted  name,  virginity. 

What  need  a  vermeil  tinctur’-d  lip  for  that, 

Love  darting  eyes,  or  tresses  like  the  morn  . 

There  was  another  meaning  in  these  gifts  ; 

Think  what,  and  be  advis’d;  you  are  but  young  yet; 
This  will  inform  you  soon.  One  sip  of  this 
Will  bathe  the  drooping  spirits  in  delight. 

Beyond  the  bliss  of  dreams.  Be  wise  and  taste. 

Enter  the  Brothers,  tvith  their  svjords  drawn,  who 
wrest  the  glass  out  of  Comus's  hand,  and  break  it 
against  the  ground;  he  and  his  rout  are  all  driven 
out;  after  which  the  Spirit  enters, 

Spi.  What.have  you  let  the  false  enchanter  ’scape? 
O,  ye  mistook !  you  should  have  snatch’d  his  wand. 
And  boutid  him  fast ;  without  his  rod  revers’d. 

We  cannot  free  the  lady,  that  sits  here 
In  stony  fetters  fix’d,  and  motionless. 

Yet  stay,  be  not  disturb’d ;  now  I  bethink  me. 
There  is  a  gentle  nymph  not  far  from  hence, 
Sabrina  is  her  name,  a  virgin  pure, 

'J’hat  sways  the  Severn  stream :  she  can  unlock 
The  clasping  charm,  and  thaw  the  numbing  spell. 
If  she  be  right  invok’d  in  warbling  song. 

Sabrina,  goddess  dear! 

We  implore  thy  powerful  aid 
To  undo  the  charmed  band 
Of  true  virgin  here  distress’d. 

Through  the  force  and  through  the  will 
Of  unblest  enchanter  vile. 

Sabrina  rises. 

RECITATIVE _ Sabrina. 

Shepherd,  ’tis  my  office  best 
To  help  ensnared  chastity  ; 

Brightest  lady,  look  on  me. 

Thus  I  sprinkle  on  thy  breast 
Drops,  that  from  my  fountain  pure 
I  have  kept  of  jyrscious  cure ; 

Thrice  upon  thy  finger’s  tip. 

Thrice  upon  thy  rubied  lip  ; 

Next  this  marble  venom’ d  seat. 

Smear’d  with  gums  of  glut’ nous  heat, 

I  touch  ivith  chaste  palms,  moist  and  cold: 
Now  the  spell  hath  lost  its  hold; 

And  I  must  haste,  ere  morning  hour. 

To  wait  in  Amphitrite' s  bower. 

(Sabrina  descends,  and  the  Lady  rises  out  of  her 
seat;  the  Brothers  embrace  her  tenderly.) 

E.  Bro.  Inform  us,  Thyrsis,  if  for  this  thine  aid 
We  aught  can  pay,  that  equals  thy  desert. 

Spi.  (Discovering  himself.)  Pay  it  to  heaven! 
There  my  mansion  is. 

RECITATIVE.— 

Noiv  my  task  is  smoothly  done, 

I  can  fly,  or  I  can  run 
Quickly  to  the  green  earth's  end. 

Where  the  bow'd  welkin  slow  doth  bend; 

And  from  thence  can  soar  as  soon. 

To  the  corners  of  the  moon. 

AIR. 

Mortals,  that  would  happy  be. 

Love  virtue;  she  alone  is  free: 

She  can  teach  you  how  to  climb 
Higher  than  the  sphery  chime; 

Or,  iJ' virtue  feeble  ivere. 

Heaven  itself  would  stoop  to  her. 

Enter  Spirits. 

CHORUS. 

Taught  by  virtue,  you  may  climb 
Higher  than  the  sphery  chime; 

Or,  if  virtue  feeble  were. 

Heaven  itself  would  stoop  to  her. 

^  * 


lE.xeunt 


THE  DOCTOR  AN13  THE  APOTHECARY; 

A  MUSICAL  ENTERTAINMENT,  IN  TWO  ACTS.— BY  JAMES  COBB. 


CHARACTERS. 


THOMASO  1 

CARLOS 

GUZMAN 

PEREZ 

ISABELLA 

STURMWALD  j 

JUAN 

DR.  BILIOSO 

ANNA 

THERESA 

ACT  I. 

SCF.NE  T. — The  Outside  of  Thomasons  house. 

Sti'rmvvald,  Guzman,  Anna,  Isadella, 
and  Theresa. 

TRTO — Anna,  Isabella,  and  Guzman. 

Noiu  the  still  so  faintly  glancing 
O  ’er  the  western  hills  his  ray  ; 

Evening  shadotvs,  cpiich  advancing , 
Triumph  o'er  the  fading  day. 

DUETT.— Anna  owt/IsABELLA. 

Timorous  love,  at  day  affrighted. 

Blushing,  courts  the  silver  moon; 

Slurm.  Bacchus'  sons  are  now  delighted. 

Night's  the  jolly  felloiv's  noon. 

TRIO. 

Ev'ning  thus  our  joys  uniting. 

To  her  power  due  homage  pay ; 

Mirth  to  dance  and  song  inviting. 

Bids  ns  hail  the  close  of  day. 

Enter  Thomaso. 

Tho.  Wliat,  moping  yet,  my  friend  Gtr/man  1 
For  sliame,  you  a  .sailor,  and  carry  sorrow  aboard? 
J^ounds  !  if  I  had  lost  a  mistress,  nay,  had  it  been 

T/?e.  \Vell,  sir ?  [my  wife — 

Tho.  I  think  I  could  have  comforted  myself. 
Ah,  Captain,  how  far  preferable  are  tlie  charms  of 
peace  and  a  country  life,  to  all  the  bustle  and  dan¬ 
ger  of  a  campaign. 

Stur.  It  may  be  so  to  you.  Signor  Thomaso, 
who  slumber  in  the  inglorious  lap  of  peace;  but 
war  is  my  element;  glory  is  my  mistress;  and  I 
have  courted  her  amid  the  camion’s  thunder. 

'Tho.  Many  men  of  many  minds.  Captain  ;  for 
my  part,  I  always  preferred  a  more  quiet  kind  of 
courtship;  but  you  are  a  man  of  true  gallantry,  to 
remain  so  partial  to  your  mistress,  after  having 
lost  the  use  of  a  leg  and  an  eye  in  her  service. 

Stur.  A  leg  and  an  eye!  Psha,  trifles  !  while  my 
honour,  a  soldier’s  vital  spark,  has  escaped  unhurt. 
You  may  be  a  very  good  apothecary.  Signor  Tho¬ 
maso,  and  may  understand  lotions  and  potions  ;  but 
■US  to  a  soldier’s  honour — 


The.  Ah,  very  true.  Captain.  He  is  a  most  pro¬ 
voking  man,  though  he  is  my  husband.  For 
shame,  after  our  good  friend.  Captain  Sturmwald, 
has  come  all  the  way  from  Germany  to  marry  our 
daughter  Anna. 

Tho.  Nay,  I’m  sure,  the  Captain  knows  I  mean 
no  harm.  Anna,  come  hither,  child.  (Aside  to 
Anna.)  Why  don’t  you  smile  upon  your  husband 
that  is  to  be?  [cruel  solicitation. 

Anna.  Do  not,  my  dear  father,  persist  in  this 

Tho.  (Aside  to  Anna.)  Psha!  how  can  you  be 
so  obstinate  !  though  the  Captain  is  not  very  hand¬ 
some,  he  is  very  rich.  ’Tis  true,  be  is  rather  old  ; 
but  then  you  know  you  have  the  better  chance  of 
being  a  widow  soon  ;  and  as  to  his  having  but  one 
eye,  it  ought  to  be  his  recommendation,  for  you’ll 
have  no  trouble  in  discovering  his  blind  side. 

The.  Lookye,  Anna,  you  know  my  way  of  ar 
going,  and  so  does  your  father.  It  is  my  pleasure 
that  you  marry  Captain  Sturmwald;  and  have  him 
you  shall.  [madam. 

Guz.  Have  a  little  patience  with  her,  my  dear 

Anna.  Then  you  are  resolved  to  render  me  mi¬ 
serable  ! 

AIR. — Anna. 

On  Love's  blest  altar  burns  the  flame 

Whence  Hymen's  torch  should  Icindle  bright 
To  bliss,  ivhich  boasts  fair  virtue's  name  ; 

It  casts  its  pure  and  radiant  light. 

But,  ah!  should  avarice  interpose. 

With  sordid  and  unhallow' d  fires. 

The  prospect  tvhich  their  light  bestows. 
Repentance  and  despair  inspires. 

{^E.xeunt  Anna,  Isabella,  and  Guzman. 

The.  Anna  s  reluctance  is  certainly  owing  to  that 
impertinent  slut,  her  cousin.  I’m  sure  she  does 
not  inherit  her  obstinacy  from  me.  When  my  mo¬ 
ther  proposed  a  husband  to  me,  I  gave  my  consent 
without  a  moment’s  hesitation.  Didn’t  I,  my  dear? 

Tho.  True,  my  love ;  but  then  I  had  iiot  lost 
any  of  my  limbs  in  pursuit  of  glory,  like  the  Cap¬ 
tain.  (A  side  to  her.) 

Stur.  I  was  thinking  whether  I  had  not  belter 
talk  to  the  young  lady  myself. 


Scene  1,]  THE  DOCTOR  AND 

The.  To  be  sure  j  how  the  deuce  else  are  you  to 
gain  her  consent'! 

Slur.  I’faith,  I  will.  She’ll  find  me  very  enter¬ 
taining.  I’ll  breakfast  with  her  to-morrow,  and 
give  her  the  history  of  my  last  campaign.  I’ll 
come  early  in  the  morning,  that  I  may  finish  the 
story  before  dinner. 

iVie.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  ^Exit. 

Tho.  Well,  Captain,  now  my  wife  is  gone,  I 
want  to  have  a  little  talk  with  you  about  my  new- 
invented  miraculous  drops,  as  I  call  them,  that 
cure  all  disorders. 

Slur.  Do  they  cure  gun-shot  wounds? 

Tho.  Everything. 

Slur.  I  wish  tlieu  I  had  had  a  bottle  in  that  en¬ 
gagement  where  I  was  wounded  by  a  French  dra¬ 
goon  in  the  shoulder.  I’ll  tell  you  how  it  happened. 

Tho.  Unfortunate  man  that  I  am  !  He’ll  talk  like 
my  wife.  (^Aside.) 

Slur.  We  were  fording  a  river,  and  I  was  about 
the  middle  of  the  stream —  [half  hour. 

Tho.  {Aside.')  He  won’t  be  out  of  the  water  this 
Slur.  A  scoundrel  French  dragoon  upon  a  black 
Tho.  A  grey  horse.  [horse — 

Slur.  Black,  black  as  jet. 

Tho.  I  beg  your  p.ardon.  Captain,  it  was  a  grey 
horse.  I  have  heard  you  tell  the  story  twenty 
times,  and  you  always  said  the  horse  was  grey.  So 
much  for  that.  Now  you  must  know,  my  drops — 
Slur.  You  have  heard  me  tell  the  story,  then'? 
Tho.  Often.  So  ray  drops — 

Slur.  And  what  d’ye  think  of  it  ? 

Tho.  One  of  the  best  stories  I  ever  heard  in  my 
life.  So —  [another. 

Slur.  I’m  very  glad  you  like  it.  I’ll  tell  you 
Tho.  Curse  his  stories.  (Aside.)  To-morrow, 
Captain,  I  shall  be  happy  to  hear  it. 

Slur.  Well ;  if  you  are  tired  of  my  company, 
I’ll  go  and  get  a  bottle  of  good  wine,  to  make  me 
sleep  soundly  ;  and  so  adieu,  ray  dear  f^ather-in-law. 

Tho.  Adieu,  my  dear  son-in-law.  (Aside.)  What 
a  cursed  bore  he  is  for  talking.  [J5vif. 

Slur.  A  good  kind  of  a  man  enough;  but  can’t 
bear  to  hear  anybody  talk,  except  himself.  \_Exit. 

Enter  Carlos. 

Carlos.  Whenivilt  thou  cease,  thou  pleasing  pain, 
With  cruel  sway  to  rend  my  heart  ? 

Yet,  though  of  torment  I  complain, 

Alas!  I  fear  to  cure  the  smart. 

Enter  ivkV ,  with  a  guitar. 

Juan.  Sighing  never  gains  a  inaid! 

I'll  tell  you  what  is  better  far  ; 

Call  good  humour  to  your  aid. 

And  play  the  lass  a  tune  upon  the  sweet  guitar. 
If  a  heart  has  nature  dealt  her. 

Music's  charms  ivill  surely  melt  her; 

But  should  the  gipsy  answer,  “  No," 

Sing  tol  de  rol,  and  let  her  go. 

Car.  (Aside.)  Zounds!  I  see  some  one  at  the 
door.  A  rival,  perhaps  !  (Perceives  it  to  he  Juan.) 
Juan  ! 

Juan.  Carlos  !  my  dear  boy,  how  d’ye  do  1 
Car.  I’m  heartily  glad  to  see  you — no,  i’faith, 
now  I  think  again,  I  am  not  glad  to  see  you,  till  I 
know  what  brought  you  hither. 

Juan.  I  was  going  to  tell  you,  I  have  an  appoint¬ 
ment  with  a  very  pretty  girl  in  this  house — 

Car.  A\i  \  my  fears.  (Aside.) 

Juan.  So  I  am  sure  you  will  be  complaisant 
enough  to  wish  me  a  good  night. 

Car.  Faith,  I  am  sorry  to  deny  you.  But  I  hap¬ 
pen  to  have  an  assignation  here  myself.  You  per¬ 
ceive  a  light  in  that  window  ? 

Juan.  That  light  is  my  signal. 

Car.  Egad,  ’ti’s  my  signal  too  !  So  I’m  sure  you 
will  be  complaisant  enough  to  wish  me  a  good 
Juan.  Sir,  this  insult —  [night. 

Car.  Insult,  sir!  (Laying  their  hands  on  their 
swords.) 
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Juan.  Though  now  I  recollect  myself,  perhaps 
we  are  going  to  cut  throats  without  any  cause. 
There  are  two  fair  damsels  in  that  house.  What 
is  the  name  of  your  mistress  ? 

Car.  Anna,  the  daughter  of  old  Thomaso,  the 
apothecary  ;  and  your  mistress  is — 

Juan.  Isabella!  her  laughing  little  cousin. 

Car.  Then  I  am  glad  to  see  you,  after  all;  and 
yet  I  am  an  unlucky  dog,  Juan.  They  are  going 
to  marry  my  dear  Anna  to  old  Sturmwald,  the  Ger¬ 
man  Captain.  I  dare  not  acquaint  my  father  of  my 
passion  for  her ;  you  know  he  and  Thomaso  are  the 
bitterest  enemies.  The  only  resource  left,  is  to 
carry  her  off;  and  I  have,  for  this  week  past,  in 
vain  sought  an  opportunity  of  seeing  her. 

Juan.  Oh,  the  devil!  Old  Thomaso’s  man,  to 
shut  the  shop  up.  Stand  aside — (Thomaso' s  man 
shuts  up  the  shop,  while  they  talk  aside.)  Give  me 
your  hand,  Carlos  ;  you  shall  see  Anna,  speak  to 
her,  and  carry  her  oil'  this  night.  [plished  ? 

Car.  My  dear  Juan,  how  is  this  to  be  accom- 

Juan.  The  first  thing  is  to  get  the  old  fellow  out 
of  the  house. 

Car.  And  how  is  that  to  be  managed  ? 

Juan.  Very  easily — as  thus  :  I’ll  act  an  old  wo¬ 
man,  and  bring  him  down.  I’ll  warrant  you. 
(Knocks.)  Say  nothing,  and  stand  aside.  (Tho¬ 
maso  opens  the  window  and  looks  out.) 

Tho.  What  the  devil  is  all  that  noise  for? 

Juan.  (In  a  feigned  voice.)  Pray,  is  this  Signor 
Thomaso’s?  [maso,  good  woman? 

Tho.  Why,  what  do  you  want  with  Signor  Tho- 

Juan.  The  sick  gentleman,  signor,  at  the  next 
inn,  is  much  worse. 

Tho.  I’m  sorry  for  it ;  I  wish  the  gentleman  had 
been  much  worse  an  hour  ago  ;  because  then  I 
could  have  attended  him  ;  but  at  present  I’m  going 
to  bed. 

Juan.  Dfear  signor,  you  won’t  leave  the  poor 
man  to  the  mercy  of  an  ignorant  physician  ? 

Tho.  Why,  who  attends  him? 

Juan.  Dr.  Bilioso. 

Tho.  Then  I  give  him  over.  Good  night  to  you, 
good  woman.  (Shuts  the  ivindoiv.) 

Car.  Our  plot  is  ruined. 

Juan.  Not  yet  Carlos.  (Knocks  again,  loud.) 

Tho.  (Again  opens  the  window.)  Zounds!  what’s 
the  matter  withjthe  woman?  Go  about  your  businest^. 

Juan.  The  sick  man  has  heard  wonders  related 
of  your  famous  drops.  Signor. 

Tho.  Eh!  what! — Oh  ho !  he  has  heard  of  my 
drops.  Well,  madam? 

Juan.  And  he  wishes  you  would  come  to  him  di¬ 
rectly,  and  bring  a  bottle  in  your  pocket. 

Tho.  Ay,  that  I  will— poor  soul !  poor  soul  !  I’ll 
cure  him  in  spite  of  his  physician.  (Calls  within.) 
Hallo!  Pedro  !  (To  Juan.)  I’ll  go  with  you,  good 
woman,  and  as  we  walk.  I’ll  tell  you  some  of  the 
cures  I  haveperformed.  I’ll  wait  on  you  instantly. 
(Shuts  the  window.) 

Car.  This  is  a  prosperous  beginning,  Juan. 

Juan.  Hush,  not  a  word ;  we  must  retire.  (They 
retire. ) 

Enter  Thomaso,  from  the  house. 

Tho.  And  so,  good  woman,  you  say — Heyday, 
she  is  gone  !  The  poor  gentleman’s  case  is  urgent’, 

I  suppose,  so  I’ll  lose  no  time.  What  a  pleasure’ 
it  is  to  attend  sensible  patients  ;  I  dare  say,  he  is 
a  shrewd  fellow,  by  his  wishing  to  try  my  drops. 

r  V 

Juan.  Ha,  ha!  The  old  fox  is  fairly  unkenneled! 

Car.  But  how  are  we  to  get  into  the  house  ? 

The  door  is  fast.  Eh!  i’faith  this  shutter 
is  unbolted.  (Opens  part  of  the  shutter.)  So  we 
will  e’en  get  in  at  the  shop  window. 

Car.  My  best  friend  !  (Going  to  climb  in  at  the 
window.) 

Juan.  Hold!  let  me  reconnoitre  first.  I  know 
every  part  of  the  house.  Follow  me. 

Car,  Kind  Cupid  light  us  on  our  way  ! 
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Juan.  Psha!  Zounds!  a  lantern  would  light  us 
much  better.  So,  rot  yonr  heroics,  and  follow  me. 
(  They  get  in  at  the  window.) 

Enter  Sturmwald,  drunk. 

Star.  Tol  de  rol,  de  rol — halt!  Stand  to  your 
arms.  Captain  Sturmwald.  Do  my  eyes  deceive 
me,  or  have  the  enemj’^  besieged  my  father-in-law’s 
house,  and  made  a  practicable  breach  in  the  shop- 
window  1  Who  the  devil  are  they  1  Thieves!  No, 
i’faith,  that  can’t  be  ;  who’d  think  of  stealing  any¬ 
thing  out  of  an  apothecary’s  shop  !  Perhaps  they 
are  gallants;  have  at  you,  my  boys,  I  must  enter 
and  defend  my  father-in-law.  (Going  to  climb  in 
at  the  wmdow  ;  he  stops.)  But  hold  !  a  prudent 
general  should  know  what  force  he  has  to  contend 
with  ;  besides,  I  forget,  old  Bolus  is  not  at  home, 
I  remember  I  met  him  just  now  ;  egad,  I’ll  go  and 
fetch  him,  and  w.e’ll  surprise  the  enemy  together. 
How  lucky  it  is  that  I  am  sober?  If  I  had  taken 
the  other  bottle,  my  senses  might  have  been  con¬ 
fused;  but  now  I  am  cool  and  collected.  Ah! 
there  is  nothing  like  drinkingin  moderation.  [Exit. 

Scene  II. — The  Inside  of  Thoinaso’s  shop. 

Enter  JUAN  and  Carlos. 

Car.  Hush  !  tread  softly  for  your  life. 

Juan.  Why,  what  are  you  afraid  of?  [haps — 

Car.  IfThomaso  should  return!  and  then,  per- 
Juan.  Perhaps  what?  Why  your  whole  conver¬ 
sation  is  composed  of  ifs,  buts,  perhapses,  and  sup¬ 
poses  ;  a  mere  vocabulary  of  doubts. 

Car.  Hark!  I  hear  Anna’s  voice, the  sound  trans¬ 
ports  me.  Oh,  Juan,  I  scarcely  know  where  I  am  ! 

Juan.  Why,  then.  I’ll  tell  you.  This  is  an  apo¬ 
thecary’s  shop;  it  is  dark,  and  you  are  surrounded 
with  phials  ;  therefore,  take  care  you  break  none. 
Those  are  stairs  before  us,  and  lead  to  the  room 
where  our  dear  girls  are.  I  shall  go  up  first,  and 
you  may  follow,  unless  you  prefer  staying  here.  I 
have  now  given  you  full  information,  and  so  come 
along.  \^Exeunt. 

Scene  III. — 'A  Room  in  Thomaso' s  ^ouse. 

DUETT. — Anna  and  Isabella. 

Two  maidens  sat  comjdaming, 

And  mourn'd  their  hapless  lot, 

The  pangs  of  absence  paining , 

Each  by  her  love  forgot. 

On  every  former  token 

Of  love,  ivhile  fancy  hung. 

Of  vows  so  sweet,  yet  broken, 

They,  deeply  sighing,  sung. 

At  ev’ry  sound  they  hear. 

With  fond  alarm  they  start. 

Alternate  hope  and  fear, 

Now  joy,  now  pain,  impart. 

But  by  each  sound  misguided, 

A  las !  they  on  ly  find 
Their  tears,  their  sighs,  derided. 

By  mocking  rain  and  wind. 

Anna.  Isabella,  ’tis  a  whole  week  since  I  saw 
my  Carlos.  How  can  he  say  he  loves  me,  and  yet 
sufl'er  them  to  marry  me  to  this  hateful  German 
oUicer.  [chamber,  child  1 

The.  (Withhi.)  Anna,  why  don’t  you  go  to  your 
Isa.  Heavens!  your  mother  is  not  gone  to  bed  yet. 
Anna.  And  do  you  think  my  Carlos  has  really  for¬ 
saken  me?  My  Carlos!  did  I  say?  yes,  I  will  re¬ 
peat  it.  My  heart  yields  to  the  fond  delusion  of 
my  tongue;  and  I  think  I  love  him  better  every 
time  I  call  him  mine.  [E.ri<. 

Isa.  Poor  Anna!  I  love  her  sincerely,  and 
yet  I  ani  not  sorry  she  is  gone.  I  think  Juan  must 
be  here  soon,  and — and,  perhaps,  our  conversation 
would  be  very  uninteresting  to  her. 

Re-enter  Anna. 

Anna.  Oh!  Isabella,  I’m  frightened  out  of  my  wits. 
Two  men  have  got  into  the  house  ;  and  I  think  it  is 
your  lover  and  mine.  f  ing  in  all  that? 

/,«<.  Well,  my  dear,  and  what  is  there  so  alarm- 


Enter  Carlos  and  JuAN. 

Car.  My  dear  Anna  ! 

Anna.  Ah  !  (Screarns.) 

Juan.  My  dear  Isabella! 

Isa.  Hush!  you’ll  wake  your  mother.  (Carlos 
shews  A  nna  a  marriage  contract. ) 

The.  (  Within.)  Anna!  what’s  the  matter,  child? 

Isa.  My  cousin  was  frightened  at  something;  but 
I  am  sui'e  there  was  no  reason  to  be  afraid. 

Anna.  Do  you  know,  Isabella,  this  unreasonable 
creature  has  brought  me  a  marriage-contract,  and 
would  have  me  seize  this  moment  to  elope  with  him  ; 

Car.  (To  Isabella.)  And  do  you  know,  madam, 
this  unreasonable  creature  hesitates,  though  she 
promised  me  long  ago  to  elope,  Avhenever  I  could 
find  an  opportunity. 

Juan.  Psha!  Marry  first, and dispute.afterwards ; 
that  would  be  much  more  in  the  common  order  of 
things.  Come,  my  dear  Isabella,  let  us  set  them  a 
good  example;  leave  dissimulation  to  knaves  and 
coquettes,  and  lead  up  the  dance  of  Hymen  as  first 
couple.  [to  change  partners — 

Isa.  Why,  if  I  were  sure  you  would  never  wish 

Car.  Consider,  my  dear  Anna,  the  moments  fly. 

Isa.  (Peeping  through  the  key-hole.)  I  vow,  your 
mother  is  not  in  bed  yet.  (To  Anna.)  Away,  away, 
instantly,  and  leave  me  to  keep  her  quiet ;  I’ll  fol¬ 
low  you  directly.  \^Exeun(  Anna,  Carlos,and  Juan.^ 
I’ll  sing,  that  she  may  suspect  nothing. 

AIR.— Isabella. 

Ye  hours  that  part  my  love  and  me, 

And  slow  ivith  envy  creep, 

The  dawn  of  bliss  obscured  by  clouds 
Of  doubt,  in  vain  ye  keep : 

Still  I  through  Sorrow's  tedious  night, 

Hope' s  friendly  star  discern; 

On  that  I  fix  my  anxious  eye 
Until  my  love  return. 

By  Jealousy' s  pernicious  power , 

Untainted  are  mg' sighs  ; 

Confiding  in  my  Juan  s  truth. 

My  fondest  tvishes  rise. 

Still  I  through  Sorrow's,  ifc. 

Tho.  (Without.)  Hey,  Guzman!  Pedro!  W'here 
the  devil  are  you  ? 

Carlos,  Juan,  and  Anna. 

Anna.  Oh,  Isabella,  my  father  is  come  home !  all 
the  doors  are  locked. 

Car.  And  our  retreat  cut  off. 

Isa.  Then  we  are  lost. 

.fuan.  No,  faith,  I’m  afraid  we  are  all  found. 
Where  can  we  hide  ourselves  ? 

Isa.  Go  into  our  chamber. 

Anna.  My  father  is  now  at  the  chamber-door. 

Car.  In  here,  then.  (Going  into  Theresa's  chamber.) 

Anna.  That’s  my  mother’s  room. 

Isa.  We  are  in  luck.  My  uncle,  in  his  hurry  to 
visit  his  patient,  has  left  the  door  of  his  study  open. 
In,  in,  directly.  [Exunt  Carlos  and  Juan  into  the 
closet.']  Here  comes  your  father. 

Enter  Thomaso  cmd  Sturmwald. 

Tho.  Auna!  Theresa!  Isabella!  there  are  thieves 
in  the  house. 

Anna.  Thieves!  bless  me,  sir,  what  shall  we  do? 

Star.  Take ’em,  to  be  sure;  take  ’em,  dead  or 
alive.  Enter  Theresa. 

I'he.  What’s  that  you  say?  Thieves  in  our  house? 

Tho.  The  Captain  saw  them  get  in  :  he’ll  tell 
you  the  whole  story. 

Star.  That  I  will,  with  a  great  deal  of  pleasure. 
As  I  was  coining  from  the  tavern,  where  I  had  been 
drinking  a  glass  in  moderation,  as  sober  as  I  am 
now,  I  saw  two  men  getting  into  my  father-in-law’s 
house.  What’s  to  be  done,  thought  I ;  for  this  was 
enough  to  stagger  me,  you  may  suppose. 

Tho.  Oh !  certainly.  (AAwie.)  That  you  had 
enough  to  stagger  you,  I  believe. 

The.  (Taking  the  contract  from  Anna's  pocket.) 
Yes,  and  here  is  enough  to  stagger  us  all.  This 
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paper  explains  to  me,  that  these  thieves  are  of  Cu¬ 
pid’s  gang ;  gentlemen  who  commit  sentimental  rob¬ 
beries  on  the  hearts  of  young  ladies.  There,  Tho- 
maso,  read  thatl  {Gives  the  contract.) 

Tho.  What  do  I  seel  a  contract  of  marriage  be¬ 
tween  my  daughter  and  Carlos? 

Star.  Carlos’  What  the  devil!  the  enemy  sur¬ 
prise  us  in  our  own  camp  !  Egad,  we’ll  hold  a  coun¬ 
cil  of  war  immediately;  I  have  something  in  my 
head.  [to  have. 

Tho.  (Aside.)  Yes,  rather  more  than  you  ought 
The.  I  am  sure  young  Carlos  is  in  the  house. 

Stur.  Is  he?  Why,  then,  we’ll  break  up  the  coun¬ 
cil.  Bella!  horrid  a  bell  a  !  is  our  resolve  ;  and  so 
let  us  search  for  the  enemy.  (Going  to  open  The¬ 
resa’s  chamber-door.) 

The.  Bless  me.  Captain  Sturmwald,  do  you 
know  that  is  my  chamber? 

Star.  Well,  my  dear  mother-in-law,  and  is  not 
a  lady’s  chamber  the  most  likely  place  to  find  a  man 
of  gallantry?  However,  I’ll  wheel  to  the  right 
about,  if  you  please.  (Goes  to  Thomaso’s  door.) 

Tho.  Stop,  Captain  ;  no  person  ever  enters  that 
closet  but  myself;  ’tis  there  where  I  compose  my 
miraculous  drops.  [pocus  shop. 

Stur.  Ay,  ay,  I  understand  you ;  ’tis  j  our  hocus 
Tho.  No,  sir,  ’tis  my  miracle  shop. 

Stttr.  Your  magazine  for  the  destructive  amuni- 
tion  of  physic. 

Tho.  My  laboratory  for  the  arcana  of  the  materia 
medica.  ’Tis  the  Temple  of  Health ;  and  the  rosy 
goddess  herself  presides  over  my  pestle  and  mortar. 

Stur.  A  small  room  for  the  Temple  of  Health, 

I  think,  and  rather  dark.  Suppose,  instead  of  con¬ 
fining  the  poor  goddess  of  Health  to  her  room,  you 
were  to  let  her  visit  some  of  your  patients? 

Tho.  You  may  sneer  as  you  please,  Captain 
Sturmwald  ;  I  have  the  key  of  that  closet  in  my 
pocket,  and  there  it  shall  remain  ;  so  let  us  finish 
a  foolish  adventure,  by  wishing  each  other  a  good 
night. 

Tho.  I  shall  take  you  with  me,  young  ladies,  to 
prevent  further  accidents.  Captain  Sturmwald, 
where  will  you  sleep  ? 

Stur.  No  where,  madam  ;  I  suspect  the  enemy  is 
in  ambuscade.  I  will  be  the  centinel  of  the  night ; 
rest  securely,  while  I  guard  you.  Here  I  take  ray 
post,  and  shall  be  on  the  watch,  in  case  the  enemy 
should  make  a  sally. 

Tho.  Well,  Captain,  I  have  no  objection.  Here 
is  the  key  of  the  liouse,  in  case  you  choose  to  re¬ 
fresh  yourself  with  a  w'alk  in  the  morning. 

QUINTET.— Ann  A,  Isabella,  Theresa,  Sturm¬ 
wald,  and  Guzman. 

But  see  the  moon,  ascending  high, 

Jieigns  the  empress  of  the  sky; 

And  in  the  zenith  of  her  power. 

Presides  o’er  midnight’s  solemn  hour. 

The.  You  must  hid  adieu —  (To  Anna.) 

Yes,  miss,  so  must  you —  (T'o  Isabella.) 
Anna&  Isa.  Must  we  bid  adieu? 

Wherefore  should  we  part  ? 

Spare  my  aching  heart. 

Tho.  Come,  let’s  go  to  bed; 

Spare  my  aching  head, 

Stur.  Let  him  go  to  bed; 

Spare  his  aching  head. 

All.  BidadieuI  [Exeunt  all  hut  Sturm¬ 

wald,  who' places  himself  on  a  couch  before 
Thomaso’s  closet- door. 1 

AIR.— Sturmwald. 

Come  on,  my  boys,  now  I’m  commander, 

Though  you’re  as  brave  as  Alexander , 

Heigho!  (Yawning.) 

You  lie. 

On  my  guard  here  am  I. 

/  fear  no  ambush,  no  entrapping ; 

No  one  shall  catch  old  Sturmwald  naming. 

(Falls  asleep.) 
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Juan  and  Carlos  come  out  of  the  closet. 

Car.  Softly,  softly  !  First  let  ns  secure  the  key 
of  the  shop-door,  to  let  ourselves-out.  (Takes  the 
Iccy  • ) 

Juan.  That  this  old  remnant  of  mortality  should 
think  of  rivalling  a  young  fellow,  with  his  five  senses 
in  perfection ! 

Car.  But  to  our  plot,  good  J nan ;  our  plot,  n  e 
have  no  time  to  lose. 

Juan.  ’Faith  1  that’s  very  true.  So  in  you  must 
go,  my  old  commander.  (They  wheel  the  couch  into 
Thomaso’s  closet.) 

AIR. — Carlos. 

Bacchus  now  his  nap  is  taking ; 

But  his  power  can  ne’er  subdue 
Watchful  Love,  who,  ever  waking. 

Bids  the  sleeping  sot  adieu. 

Bacchus  should,  on  Venus  waiting. 

Hold  the  cup  with  bended  knee  ; 

None  but  fools,  his  worth  o’ er-rating , 

With  the  servant  make  too  free. 

(Juan  comes  out  of  the  closet,  and  brings  ivith 
him  Sturmwald' s  cloak,  hat,  and  patch.) 

DUETT. — Carlos  and  Juan. 

Bacchus  now  his  nap  is  taking ; 

But  his  potver  can  ne’er  subdue 
Watchful  Love,  who,  ever  waking. 

Bids  the  sleeping  sot  adieu. 


ACT  II. 

Scene  !.• — The  Outside  of  Dr.  Bilioso’s  house. 
JSnfer  Guzman  and  Perez. 

Gi^.  But  pray,  Perez,  is  Doctor  Bilioso informed 
of  his  son’s  attachment  to  my  cousin  Anna? 

Per.  Oh,  dear,  no  !  My  old  master  hates  Signor 
Thomaso  to  that  degree,  that  he  would  rather  see 
his  son  hanged  than  married  into  the  family. 

Guz.  Though  unacquainted  with  poor  Carlos,  I 
sympathise  with  him.  Had  my  Leonora  lived — 

Per.  Ah  !  but  she  is  gone  ;  and  your  honour  has 
been  doleful  and  dumpish,  as  one  may  say,  ever 
since  you  came  home  from  sea.  Oh  !  I  love  to  hear 
you  talk  of  old  stories :  you  make  me  so  melan¬ 
choly  and  so  happy,  that  I  cry  by  the  hour  together. 

Guz.  Poor  fellow ! 

Per.  And  pray,  good  Signor  Guzman,  when  you 
was  voyaging  about  on  the  stormy  main,  and  figlft- 
ing  the  Algerines,  was  not  you  now  and  then  fright¬ 
ened  too  much  to  think  of  your  love? 

Guz.  No,  Perez!  true  love  purifies  the  soul  from 
every  base  alloy. 

AIR. — Guzman. 

Let  angry  Ocean  to  the  sky, 

In  proud  despite,  his  billoivs  roll; 

Let  thunders  to  his  threats  reply. 

Fear  is  a  stranger  to  my  soul. 

Within  the  heart  ivhich  Love  illumes. 

And  blesses  ivith  his  sacred  rays. 

If  meaner  passion  e’er  presumes. 

It  fades  before  the  hallowed  blaze. 

Though  War  with  sullen  aspect  lower. 

And  crimson  o’er  the  troubled  wave. 

And  emulate  the  lightning’ s  power , 

The  dangers  of  the  fight  I  brave. 

Within  the  heart,  ^c. 

Here  comes  ray  master,  and  as  cross  as 


[Exit. 


Per. 

usual. 


Enter  Doctor  Bilioso. 


Dr.  Bil.  'What  a  cursed  neighbourhood  is  this 
for  a  physician  to  live  in !  No  such  thing  as  an 
asthma,  or  a  fit  of  the  gout  to  be  met  with  from 
year’s  end  to  year’s  end.  All  the  villagers  are  such 
a  set  of  d — d,  vulgar,  healthy  dogs ;  never  have  the 
pleasure  of  seeing  a  meagre,  bilious,  gentleman¬ 
like  man  within  ten  miles  of  the  place.  How  com- 
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fortable  It  would  be  to  live  at  Constantinople,  where 
the  plague  rages  all  the  year!  And  then  people 
laugh  more  here  than  in  all  Spain  besides.  Ah  !  I 
don’t  like  laughing.  Well,  Perez,  anybody  ill  this 
morning'? 

Per.  {Sighing.)  No,  sir;  all  well. 

'  Dr.  Bit.  Ay !  and  will  reniain  so  as  long  as  this 
plaguj  fine  weather  lasts  :  no  chance  of  another 
influenza.  I,  who  am  the  physician,  am  the  only 
sick  man  in  the  parish. 

Per.  Yes,  your  worship  seems  stuck  up  here  by 
way  of  a  medical  scarecrow,  to  frighten  away  sick¬ 
ness. 

Dr.  Bil.  Or,  rather,  like  an  electrical  conductor, 
I  save  the  neighbourhood  from  danger,  by  attract¬ 
ing  it  to  myself.  Ah  !  I  lost  the  only  good  patient 
I  had,  in  my  friend  Alvarez ;  as  fine  a  corpulent, 
inactive  subject  as  a  physician  would  wish  for. 
What  with  repletion,  and  want  of  exercise,  the 
good  soul  was  always  ailing.  I  had  great  expecta¬ 
tions  from  him  ;  but  he  grew  stingy  as  he  grew 
rich  ;  avarice  produced  abstinence,  and  he  starved 
away  the  only  hopes  I  had  left. 

Per.  There’s  the  traveller  who  was  taken  ill  at 
the  next  inn. 

Dr.  Bil.  Ay !  the  only  person  I  have  at  present 
under  my  care,  and  he  is  a  foreigner ;  no  native 
would  have  behaved  so  civilly  as  to  be  taken  ill. 
Not  got  well,  I  hope? 

Per.  Yes,  so  they  say;  the  apothecary,  Thomaso, 
was  sent  for  to  him  last  night. 

Dr.  Bil.  What!  send  for  my  enemy,  my  antago¬ 
nist,  Thomaso,  the  apothecary?  A  man  of  honour 
would  have  sooner  died  under  his  physician’s  hands, 
than  have  played  him  such  a  trick.  [dicine. 

Per.  And  he  took  some  of  Thomaso’s  quack  me- 

Dr.  Bil.  Oh,  curse  his  quack  medicine!  I  hate 
all  violent  remedies  ;  they  make  an  end  of  a  business 
so  soon.  They  either  kill  or  cure;  and  then,  either 
way,  one  loses  the  patient. 

Per.  And  so,  Thomaso — 

Dr.  Bil.  Oh,  rot  him!  I’ll  go  to  the  rascally 
quack  directly  ;  my  patients  are  my  property;  and 
shall  I  tamely  suffer  my  property  to  be  taken  from 
me?  I’ll  trounce  the  dog.  No,  no  ;  if  a  doctor’s 
patients  are  permitted  to  slip  through  his  fingers, 
and  get  well  by  stealth,  there’s  an  end  to  all  law 
and  justice.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  II. — A  Room  in  Thomaso' s  house. 

Enter  Thomaso. 

Tho.  Ah,  ah  !  the  Captain  off  already.  I  didn’t 
expect  he  had  shaken  off  the  effects  of  last  night’s 
dose  quite  so  soon.  I  can  hardly  reconcile  it  to 
myself  to  sacrifice  poor  Anna  to  such  a  sot.  My 
conscience  revolts  against  it,  and  whispers  ay ! 
but'  then  my  wife  talks  so  much  louder  than  my 
conscience  ;  and  so  there  s  an  end  of  the  matter. 

Enter  Juan  {behind)  disguised  as  Sturmivald,  and 
Carlos,  disguised  as  a  notary,  who  listens. 

Juan.  (In  a  hoarse  voice.)  Father-in-law,  good 
morning  to  you. 

Tho.  Eh  f  what !  bless  my  soul !  son-m-law,  how 
do  ye  do?  There  seems  to  be  a  wonderful  change 
in  your  voice. 

Juan.  All  the  effects  of  last  night. 

'Tho.  I  suppose  so:  a  violent  cold,  no  doubt;  my 
drops  are  remarkably  good  for  the  voice. 

.fuan.  No,  no  ;  never  mind.  I’ll  tell  you  a  story— 

Tho.  I’d  rather  you’d  let  it  alone.  Come,  now ; 
one  spoonfull  will  be  enough.  ’Tis  a  most  wonder¬ 
ful  remedy.  I  have  it  here  in  this  closet. 

Juan.  Curse  your  drops  !  I  am  sure  the  lovers 
of  your  daughter  and  niece  are  now  in  the  house. 

Tho.  Well,  Captain,  perhaps  you  know  best; 
but,  upon  my  soul,  I  don’t  believe  a  word  of  the 
malterl  Now,  let  me  fetch  a  bottle  of  drops. 

Juan.  My  jealousy  is  alarm’d,  sir;  and  I  must 


be  your  son-in-law  this  morning,  or  not  at  all.  No 
reply  !  I  have  brought  this  gentleman  with  me  ; 
he  is  ray  notary,  and  has  drawn  up  a  marriage-con¬ 
tract.  So  call  your  wife  and  the  bride  ;  let  us  sign 
and  seal,  and  then  to  church  immediately. 

Tho.  Well,  but  Captain — 

Juan.  I’m  commanding  oflicer  to-day  ;  so  no  more 
words,  father-in-law.  [Exit  Thomaso.^  Ha,  ha,  ha! 
Well,  Carlos,  how  have  I  imitated  the  old  German 
captain  ?  [half  as  well. 

Car.  To  a  miracle.  I  wish  T  may  play  ray  part 

Juan.  Psha  !  what  difficulty  is  there  in  it?  The 
old  folks  will  take  you  for  the  notary  who  has  pre¬ 
pared  the  contract  of  marriage  between  Anna  and 
Stunnwald;  instead  of  that,  you  will  substitute  the 
other  contract,  in  which  your  own  name  is  inserted. 
But  here  they  come. 

Enter  Thomaso,  Theresa,  and  Anna. 

Anne.  No,  nothing  shall  shake  my  constancy; 
every  obstacle  you  raise,  serves  but  to  increase  my 
affection. 

AIR. — Anna. 

The  summer  heats,  bestowing 
Their  influence  on  the  rose, 

Perfect  its  charms  when  blowing. 

And  every  sweet  disclose. 

Yet  summer  suns  denying 
The  zephyr  and  the  shoiver; 

Their  fervid  glow  applying, 

De.stroy  their  fav' rite  flower. 

The  love-sick  heart  requiring 
The  sunshine  of  success; 

Continual  bliss  desiring. 

Yet  sickens  with  excess. 

The  fond,  the  secret  tear. 

Soft  passion  keeps  alive; 

The  breath  of  doubt  and  fear. 

Like  zephyrs,  bids  it  thrive. 

Juan.  Well,  Signor  Thomaso,  have  you  looked 
over  the  contract  ? 

Tho.  I  have  ;  and  find  it  perfectly  right. 

Juan.  Very  well ;  but  where’s  Isabella? 

The.  Oh!  I’ll  call  her.  Isabella! — but  I  assure 
you  I  would  not  trust  her  with  anybody  else. 

Enter  ISABELLA. 

Isa.  My  dear  Juan,  what  means — 

Juan.  {Aside  to  her.)  Hush,  my  love!  ask  no 
questions  ;  persuade  Anna  to  sign  that  paper,  it  is 
a  contract  of  marriage  between  her  and  Carlos, 
who,  you  see,  personates  the  notary.  (Carlos  offers 
the  contract  to  Anna,  who  puts  it  aside.) 

Anna.  No,  nothing  shall  induce  me  to  sign  this 
hated  paper.  Oh  !  Carlos,  why  are  you  not  here  to 
snatch  me  from  impending  ruin? 

Tho.  Daughter,  do  not  oblige  me  to  exert, my 
authority.  [much  greater. 

The.  Let  her  beware  of  my  authority,  which  is 

Juan.  Psha,  psha!  persuasion  is  better  than  au¬ 
thority.  Let  her  cousin  talk  to  her.  (Isabella 
whispers  Anna.)  These  girls  know  the  way  to  each 
other’s  hearts;  there,  mother-in-law,  you  see,  she 
hangs  out  a  smile  of  truce  already. 

The.  My  dear  daughter,  you  transport  me  ! 

Juan.  Come,  sign  your  consent  to  the  marriage. 

The.  Sign  it!  ay,  that  I  will!  Come,  husband, 
(Anna  and  Theresa  sign  the  contract.) 

Tho.  Egad !  Captain,  I  don’t  understand  that 
notary’s  whispering  my  daughter;  I — 

Juan.  ’Tis  his  way:  come,  sign  your  name. 

Tho.  No,  sir!  (To  Carlos.)  I  insist  upon  know¬ 
ing  whaWou  mean  ? 

Car.  What  I  mean  ! 

Juan.  If  you  put  him  in  a  passion,  take  care  of 
yourself;  he  is  the  most  choleric  fellow — vou  had 
better  sign  at  once. 
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AIR.— Carlos. 

This  marriage  article,  (  To  Thomaso. ) 

In  every  particle, 

Is  free  from  flaw ,  sir ; 

I  know  what's  law,  sir. 

Zounds  I  sir,  my  character  none  shall  accuse. 
Behold  this  artifice,  true  love' s  devising ,  {To  Anna.) 
Your  Carlos  thus  to  all  but  you  disguising  ; 

Witness — Thomaso  my  skill  dares  abuse.  (  ToJuan.^ 
My  only  chance,  I  see,  is  pique  pretending ;  (  To  Anna.) 
On  that  alone  success  is  now  depending. 

Throughout  this  nation,  {To  Thomaso.) 

High  my  reputation. 

For  law  precision  is. 

And  expedition  is. 

In  bonds,  conveyances,  d'ye  mind  ? 

And  instruments  of  any  kind. 

Kind  fortune,  see,  at  length,  our  prayers  heeding. 
Relenting ,  gives  us  promise  of  succeeding .  ( To  A  nna.) 

In  this  transaction  {To  Thomaso.) 

The  law  is  my  f  riend; 

I'll  brhig  my  action. 

Which  you  must  defend. 

{Thomaso,  frightened,  signs  the  contract.) 

Juan.  Come,  come,  now  all’s  finished,  let  us  awaj 
to  church. 

The.  Well,  I’ll  be  with  you  in  a  moment. 

Car.  <0 /«««.)  For  heaven’s  sake  !  Juan, 

let  us  be  gone.  If  Sturmwald  should  wake,  we  are 
ruined. 

Juan.  (Aloud.)  I  beg  your  pardon  for  detaining 
you,  Mr.  Notary,  conduct  these  ladies  to  my  house, 
and  I’ll  follow  you  immediately. 

[^Exeunt  Anna,  Isabella,  and  Carlos. 

Tlio.  Stop;  stay.  What!  without  my  wife’s 
leave?  [where  am  I? 

iStiir.  {In  the  closet.)  Halloo!  death  and  fury! 

Tho.  Eh!  what’s  that? 

Stur.  Thieves!  thieves! 

Tho.  I’m  lost  in  amazement. 

Juan.  Did  not  I  tell  you  one  of  the  rogues  was  hid 
there?  I’ll  run  and  fetch  an  alguazil. 

Tho.  You  run!  why,  you  forget  you  are  lame. 

Juan.  {In  his  natural  voice.)  Egad,  so  I  do  !  but 
I  am  so  interested  in  this  business. 

Tho.  And  yon  have  recovered  your  voice  too  ! 

Juan.  {Resuming  his  hoarse  voice.)  No,  faith,  I 
think  I’m  as  hoarse  as  ever. 

Stur.  Thomaso  !  Signor  Thomaso  ! 

Tho.  ’Tis  the  Captain’s  voice.  Egad,  I’ll  fetch 
an  alguazil  myself,  and  make  sure  of  one  of  ye.  l^Exit. 

Stur.  Signor  Thomaso  ! 

Juan.  Have  a  little  patience.  (Aside.)  "What’s 
to  be  done?  If  I  attempt  the  door,  I  meet  the  al- 
guazil.  I  must  e’en  try  this  chamber  window. 
( Pulls  off  his  disguise,  throws  it  down  at  the  closet- 
door,  and  then  goes  into  Theresa's  chamber.) 

Re-enter  Thomaso. 

Tho.  An  alguazil  will  be  here  presently,  and  then, 
Mr.  Scoundrel — (Sees  the  cloak  and  patch.)  Hey¬ 
day!  what’s  all  this  ? 

Stur.  (In  the  closet.)  Will  nobody  hear  me? 

Tho.  It  is  Sturmwald!  Oh!  my  mind  misgives 
mo.  (He  hears  a  noise  in  the  closet,  and  rushes  in.) 

Re-enter 'Thomaso  and  Sturmwald. 

Tho.  All  my  phials  of  drops  broken  !  Let  me  tell 
you.  Captain  Sturmwald — 

Stur.  Zounds  !  sir,  you  shall  tell  me  nothing  but 
what  I  desire  to  know.  I  say,  sir,  how  did  I  come 
in  that  closet? 

Tho.  That’s  the  very  question  I  want  to  ask  you  : 
and,  if  we  both  ask  the  same  questioiij  how  the  de¬ 
vil  are  we  to  get  an  answer? 

Slur.  Why,  you  dirty  scrap  of  an  apothecary, 
how  dare  you  laugh  at  me  thus  ? 

Tho.  I  laugh  ?  Look  at  the  bottles  you’ve  broken ! 
I  believe  1  snail  never  laugh  again, 


Stur.  You  are  all  in  the  plot ;  ’tis  a  trick  to  abuse 
me  ;  but  I’ll  be  revenged.  ’Sblood  and  thunder !  to 
make  a  je.st  of  me,  who  have  fought  in  sixteen  dif¬ 
ferent  battles!  Did  you  know  that? 

Tho.  Yes,  you  have  often  told  me  the  names  of 
them  all.  But,  do  you  hear  me.  Captain  ?— 

Star.  I’ll  hear  nothing  but  revenge.  To  cram 
me  up  in  a  dark  closet,  among  pickled  snakes  and 
stufl'ed  alligators  !  me,  who  have  lived  amidst  fire 
and  smoke;  who  have  fought  for  every  prince  in 
Europe  by  turns,  and  always  had  the  honour  to  be 
wounded !  W^ho,  to  this  hour,  bear  the  trophies  of 
war  in  every  limb,  and  rejoice  in  the  aches,  the 
cramps,  and  the  twinges  of  glory  ! 

Theresa  enters,  and  Thomaso  explains  to  her,  in 
dumb  shew,  what  has  passed. 

The.  I  am  sure.  Captain,  I  don’t  wonder  at  your 
being  angry  at  my  husband  ;  he’s  a  poor  blundering 
creature,  as  I  often  tell  him. 

Tho.  Nay,  the  Captain  knows  I  never  mean  to 
offend  him.  I  have  done  all  1  can. 

The.  Psha!  so  you  always  say.  Go,  get  an  al¬ 
guazil,  and  seek  for  the  rogues  that  have  stolen  our 
two  girls,  do.  \^Exit  Thomaso.']  Come,  Captain,  sup¬ 
pose  you  and  I  follow  him  ?  For  my  sake,  be  patient. 
The  brave  never  refuse  the  requests  of  the  fair. 

Stur.  Never;  and  to  prove  it.  I’ll  tell  you  a  story 
of  what  happened  when  I  was  in  Germany.  [^Exeunt. 

Enter  JuAN,  in  woman's  clothes. 

Juan.  This  confounded  window  is  too  closely  bar¬ 
red  even  for  a  mouse  to  creep  through.  However, 
in  this  disguise,  I  slunk  I  shall  get  off  undiscover¬ 
ed  ;  or,  if  I  should  be  questioned,  I’ll  pass  for  a  pa¬ 
tient  come  to  ask  Thomaso’s  advice. 

Dr.  Bil.  (Speaking  to  a  Servant  as  he  comes  on.) 
Don’t  tell  me ;  I  say  he  is  at  home,  and  I  will  see 
him. 

Juan.  Who  comes  here?  Dr.  Bilioso  himself! 

Rnfer  Dr.  Bilioso.  (Seeing  Juan.)  , 

Dr.  Bil.  But  I  beg  pardon  ;  you  want  advice,  I 
presume  ;  let  me  feel  your  pulse.  (Attempting  to 
take  Juan's  hand.) 

Juan.  (Struggling.)  Zounds  !  I  shall  be  disco¬ 
vered.  (Aside.)  Dear  sir,  pray  let  me  alone;  my 
nerves  are  so  weak,  and  you  agitate  me  so. 

Dr.  Bil.  Why,  really,  madam,  you  have  rather 
agitated  me.  I  think  I  never  yet  met  with  a  lady 
so  strong  in  the  arm.  Pray,  what  is  your  complaint 
ma’am  ? 

Juan.  My  complaint  is  against  Thomaso,  who 
has  killed  a  poor  friend  of  mine. 

Dr.  Bil.  Oh,  he  has  done  worse  than  that;  he  has 
taken  a  patient  away  from  me,  after  I  had  given  him 
over.  So,  if  he  recovers  the  man,  he  ruins  my  repu¬ 
tation.  There’s  an  unfeeling  scoundrel  for  you! 

Juan.  Ah  !  you  and  I  mean  the  same  person  ;  the 
poor gentlemanatthenextinn :  butThomaso’sdrops 
have  done  for  him ;  my  poor  friend  is  no  more. 

Dr.  Bil.  I’m  heartily  glad  of  it;  very  sorry  for 
it,  I  mean.  I  thank  you  for  the  news,  however. 
Now  I  have  that  rogue  Thomaso  in  my  gripe. 

Juan.  Lose  no  time,  sir,  but  get  an  officer  imme¬ 
diately,  and  secure  'I'homaso. 

Dr.  Ri/.  That  I  will.  Ay,  ay.  (Going.) 

Juan.  Surelv,  sir,  you  will  have  the  gallantry  to 
conduct  me  safe  out  of  this  house,  if  I  should  be 
insulted. 

Dr.  Bil.  Insulted  !  Lord,  ma’am,  there’s  no  dan¬ 
ger  of  that.  Nature  has  furnished  you  with  such 
powers  of  defence  ;  united  the  charms  of  your  sex 
to  the  strength  of  our’s.  You  are  a  glass  of  nature’s 
choicest  cordial,  madam;  sweet  and  strong  at  the 
same  time.  ^Exit,  leading  Juan  ojj'. 

Scene  III.— ^  Wood. 

Enter  Anna  and  Carlos. 

Car.  Consider,  my  dear  Anna,  we  haye  your  fa¬ 
ther’s  signature  to  our  contract  of  marriage. 
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Anna.  But  will  he  give  his  voluntary  consent  to 
what  has  been  procured  b)'  artilice? 

Car.  Fear  nothing,  my  dear;  trust  to  me. 

AIR. — Carlos. 

Am  I  beloved?  Can  you  refuse? 

Alas!  my  heart  for  pity  sues. 

That  heart  whose  constancy  you’ve  known  ; 

That  heart  you've  fondly  call'd  your  own. 
Every  moment,  as  it  flies, 

IFar/is  us  where  our  danger  lies. 

Ah!  there's  ruin  in  delay  ; 

Lovely  Anna,  let's  away. 

Enter  Isabella. 

Car.  Well,  Isabella,  any  news  of  Juan? 

Isa.  Alasl  none.  Every  human  being  that  pass¬ 
ed  at  a  distance,  did  my  pliant  fancy  conjure  up 
into  a  likeness  of  Juan. 

Car.  The  rising  ground,  on  the  left  hand,  com¬ 
mands  a  prospect  ot  the  road.  Let  me  try  whether 
friendship  cannot  see  more  clearly  than  love. 

Anna.  Are  not  we  a  couple  of  wild  giils,  Isabella? 

Isa.  Not  incorrigible,  my  dear  cousin,  however; 
we  have  pursued  a  very  effectual  mode  of  taming 
ourselves,  by  getting  married. 

Anna.  To  be  sure,  we  have  uttered  the  fatal  yes. 

Isa.  The  fatal  yes!  Why,  my  dear,  do  you  think 
our  lovers  are  such  fools,  as  to  think  the  better  or 
the  worse  of  our  affection  for  them,  because  we  have 
said  yes? 

AIR. — Isabella. 

How  mistaken  is  the  lover. 

Who  on  words  builds  hopes  of  bliss! 

And  fondly  thinks  we  love  discover. 

If,  perchance,  we  answer  “  Yes.” 

Prompted  often  by  discretion 
Is  the  seeming  kind  expression. 

When  the  tongue,  the  heart  belying, 

Dares  not  venture  on  denying  ; 

But,  ill  spile  of  discontent , 

Gives  the  semblance  of  consent. 

How  mistaken,  Sfc. 

Ah !  how  vain  is  art’s  profession. 

Though  the  faultering  tongue  comply ! 

What  avails  the  cold  confession. 

If  the  averted  eyes  deny  ? 

Happier  far,  the  experienced  sivain 
Knows  he  triumph  must  attain. 

When  in  vain  successless  trial. 

Language  gives  the  faint  denial  j 
While  the  eyes  betray  the  fiction 
In  delightful  contradiction  ; 

And  the  cheeks  with  blushes  glow. 

And  the  tongue  still  falters  “  No.” 

How  mistaken,  Sfc. 

Enter  Carlos. 

Car.  Here  is  Juan.  So  all  we  have  to  do,  is  to 
mount  our  horses,  and  gallop  off. 

Enter  JuAN. 

Juan.  Hold;  you’re  mistaken.  You’ve  some¬ 
thing  else  to  do,  I  assure  you.  We  have  certainly 
been  traced  from  the  village.  Dr.  Bilioso  and  Sig¬ 
nor  Thornaso  are  both  coming  up  the  hill  different 
ways,  and  will  most  likel3'  meet  at  this  spot.  But 
they  are  here.  {Atmu,  Isabella,  Carlos,  and  Juan, 
retire. ) 

Enter  Dr.BiliosO  andT\\oy\kSO,meeting,  eachwith 
an  Algtiazil. 

Dr.  Bil.  Oh  1  you  vile  quack  !  Where’s  iny  pa¬ 
tient? 

Tho.  Where  is  my  daughter,  you  old  rogue  !  You 
have  assisted  your  son  to  runaway  with  her.  Lay 
hold  of  him,  Algua/.il. 

Dr.  Bil.  What!  why,  I  brought  an  officer  to 
seize  you.  Here,  do  )'our  duty.  (To  the  Algiiazil.) 

Juan.  (Coming forward  )  Dear  gentlemen,  what’s 
the  matter? 


Dr.  Bil.  Why,  sir,  that  fellow  is  a  quack,  and  has 
killed  one  of  my  patients. 

Tho.  That’s  impossible  ;  for,  though  he  calls  him¬ 
self  a  physician,  he  has  no  patients  to  kill. 

Dr.  Bil.  What!  do  you  forget  the  poor  gentle¬ 
man  at  the  inn?  [over. 

Tho.  Well,  he  was  fair  game.  You  had  given  him 

Dr.  Bil.  Zounds,  sir!  what  does  that  signify?  I 
have  given  over  fifty  people  in  my  time,  who  have 
recovered  afterwards. 

Juan.  (Aside.)  My  plot  has  taken,  I  perceive; 
they  believe  him  dead  yet.  (To  Thornaso.)  I’faiih, 
this  is  a  serious  affair.  You  had  better  compound 
this  business. 

2'ho.  He  won’t  agree  to  it ;  he  hates  me  so. 

Juan.  (Aside  to  Thornaso.)  Let  me  talk  to  him. 

( Aside  to  Bilioso.)  Sir,  when  I  see  so  valuable  a 
life  as  your’s  in  danger — 

Dr.  Bil.  My  life  in  danger ! 

Juan.  From  that  bloody-minded  apothecary.  I 
find  your  son  has  eloped  with  his  daughter,  and  he 
is  resolved  to  be  revenged,  by  assassinating  you  and 
your  whole  family.  See,  how  he  looks  at  you  ! 

Dr.  Bil.  Ratsbane  and  arsenic  in  his  countenance ! 

Juan.  (Aside  to  Thornaso.)  Did  you  ever  see  such 
a  determined  dog?  He  is  resolved  to  hang  you. 

Tho.  I  dare  say  he  has  the  rope  in  his  pocket. 
Pray,  mollify  him. 

Dr.  Bil.  {Aside  to  Juan.)  I’faith,  I  don’t  half 
like  him.  Tell  him.  I’ll  forgive  him. 

Juan.  Dismiss 3'ouralguazils.  [^Exeunt  Alguazils. 
You  bind  yourselves  to  stand  by  my  determination  ? 

Dr.  Bil.  Sf  Tho.  We  do. 

Juan.  Then,  I  believe  all  parties  are  satisfied. 
Appear,  appear.  (Anna,  Carlos,  and  Isabella,  come 
forward. ) 

Anna.  My  dear  father  ! 

Tho.  Zounds,  what  is  all  this? 

JSnier  Theresa,  Sturmwald,  and  Guzman. 

Slur.  A  general  muster  of  the  whole  corps,  egad  ! 
deserters,  and  all.  You  are  my  prisoner,  madam. 
(To  Anna.) 

Car.  No,  sir  ;  not  while  I  can  defend  her. 

Anna  (  To  Star.)  Oh,  sir,  hear  me  !  the  brave  are 
ever  generous  :  do  not  attempt  a  life  so  dear  to  me. 

Stur.  Bullets  and  gunpowder!  why,  don’t  you 
love  me,  then?  I  thought  you  told  me,  mother-in- 
law,  it  was  all  maiden  coyness  in  her. 

The.  Stuff  and  nonsense!  Take  her.  Captain 
Sturmwald  ;  she  is  your’s.  Defend  your  honour. 

Star.  And  that  my  honour  may  be  worth  defend¬ 
ing,  I’ll  take  care  it  shall  not  be  tarnished  by  an  un¬ 
just  action.  Anna,  your  mother  says  you  are  mine. 
If  so,  I  dispose  of  what  is  mine,  thus.  (Giving  her 
hand  to  Carlos. )  Come,  come,  we  have  by  mistake 
opposed  the  union  of  hearts  on  their  march  to  form 
a  junction,  and  we  are  defeated.  So  much  the  bet¬ 
ter:  who  would  wish  to  conquer  in  a  bad  cause? 
You  must  consent  to  unite  these  turtles.  (To  Tho- 
maso.) 

Tho.  Has  my  wife  any  objection? 

The.  I’ll  have  nothing  to  do  with  it;  so,  act  as 
you  please. 

Tho.  Why,  then,  give  me  your  hand.  Doctor, 
(to  Dr.  Bilioso.)  and  here’s  an  end  of  old  quar¬ 
rels.  Take  my  daughter,  young  man,  (to  Carlos.) 
and  you  take  my  niece,  (to  Juan.)  and  you  (to 
Sturmwald.)  take  my  wife,  if  you  will.  Egad,  I  am 
in  such  a  good  humour,  I  could  give  away  anything. 

FINALE. 

’Tisjoy  inspires  the  vocal  lay. 

And  animates  the  choral  song : 

Of  love  we  sing  the  gentle  sivay. 

May  constancy  the  theme  prolong ! 

Old  Time,  with  joys  unceasing. 

Shall  add  to  Hymen’s  stoi'e ; 

Our  friendship  still  increasing. 

When  youth  shall  be  no  more.  lExeunt, 
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